6                        Shakespeare and Love

hardly say more than that the light changes from moon-
light to full sunshine as we pass from Lysander and
Hermia, through Orsino and Viola, to Benedick and
Beatrice,, and that when we reach As Ton Like It the
mid-day brightness is faintly mellowed with afternoon.
Nor is it possible to say that the love of the Merchant of
Venice or of Romeo and Juliet is of another kind, though
the one is calm and the other tempestuous. It is only
the tempest of circumstance which wrecks the love of
Romeo and Juliet. There is a peculiar ecstasy in their
surrender to the enchantment, which bursts out like a
flame at the clash of contact between the enemy houses;
but in their love no seed of disruption or decay is visible,
much less of disaster. Theirs is a love of which all
human foresight could prophesy its

Outliving beauty's outward with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays.

They are the victims not of their passion but of crass
casualty; they are the fools of fortune, not themselves.
Romeo and Juliet, as Professor Herford truly says, "appears
not to be the tragedy of love, but love's triumphal
hymn/

The love which shines so gloriously through this period
of Shakespeare's work is as mysterious and natural as
birth. It is a thing that happens; to ask why it happens
is to wait till doomsday for an answer; and if these lovers
ask each other, they can only make up jesting replies.
When Phebe applies Marlowe's line to her own sudden
love of Rosalind-Ganymede, she speaks for them all,
men and women alike.

Dead Shepherd, now I find thy saw of might:
6 Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight?'

For the most part they know themselves what has